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culty, and " Thespis" ran one hundred nights. Of 
course the plot unfolds a Gilbertian conceit. The 
gods are supposed to have grown old, and people are 
dissatisfied ; Jupiter's thunder no longer has the true 
ring . Diana objects to sitting up o' nights. At this 
juncture, Thespis and his troupe chance upon Mount 
Olympus ; and, as the gods think they'd like to go 
below and see what is the matter, Thespis assures 
them that he and his company are equal to regulating 
the universe. Accordingly the gods retire, Thespis 
taking Jupiter's place, casting the leading lady for 
Juno, and his soubrette for Venus. The second act 
discloses the Thespians in their new roles. Heaven 
and earth are convulsed ; as Jupiter has turned on 
rain and forgotten to turn it off, a deluge is immi- 
nent ; Apollo and Diana, being in love, insist upon 
going out together ; Bacchus has moral scruples 
against grapes : he is a teetotaler, and will tolerate 
nothing stronger than ginger-beer. In the midst of 
topsy-turvy the gods return, dethrone the Thespians, 
and restore order. 
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UT one of the numerous original 
operas promised this season — Max 
Maretzek's " Sleepy Hollow" — has 
yet been heard in New York, al- 
though "Cadets" and "Buttons" 
have made unfortunate appear- 
ances in other parts of the country. 
In all probability this opera will 
be successful in most places. People always like 
things with which they are familiar (of course by 
"people" is meant the general public), and all audi- 
ences who have heard opera for a few years past are 
thoroughly well acquainted with the music of " Sleepy 
Hollow." Its composition may be called a brilliant 
effort of memory. The first evening on which I 
heard this opera I left the Academy of Music with my 
head in a whirl ; I had heard so many composers 
and had been danced about from one to the other 
with such rapidity that I was completely confused. 
Even the play-bill was of no use in settling my ideas. 
I could not decide whose music I had been hearing, 
but I knew it was not Maretzek's, except in the sense 
that he had appropriated it. 

* *" * 

It is no wonder it took Mr. Maretzek so long to 
"find" his opera; the task must have been as difficult 
as that of reassembling the scraps of a torn letter in 
the street on a windy day. For example, the search 
for one phrase of four measures in the first act resulted 
in discovering two of them in " Semiramide," while the 
remaining two were secreted in " I Lombardi." Now, 
when one has to hunt out a whole opera by two and 
four and six measures at a time among all the ancient 
and modern composers, it is necessarily the work of 
years, and Mr. Maretzek is to be congratulated on 
having reached the conclusion of his tedious work. 
It is, however, to be wished that he had had a better 
libretto to which to wed his music. The present one 
is, in all its versified parts, childish and unpoetic to an 
exasperating degree. 

The concert season .opened with Patti and her 
companions at Chickering Hall. If the old proverb 
" A bad beginning makes a good ending" be a true 
one, the present winter should wind up in a musical 
blaze of glory, for surely this beginning was bad 
enough. Patti's voice has almost departed, its beauty 
has gone already, and her tricks of vocal ism are stale. 
They are also cheap to the ears which have heard Di 
Murska and Gerster, 

* * 

The pianists are upon us ! First comes Mr. Ketten, 
with Patti, and he was not at all a bad opening ; in- 
deed, in some things he was very good. He was, at 
any rate, by far the best member of that company. 
Then comes Joseffy, who is now with us and whose 
name it is dangerous for me to mention, because I 
immediately want to rhapsodize. Now comes Miss 



Gaul, a Baltimore lady, just returned from Europe 
with immense credentials. Report speaks highly of 
her; let us hope report is correct. And the list is 
but commenced ! 

A great name will do much, but not all. Carlotta 
Patti has been travelling on her name for a long 
time ; now that, like her voice, is worn threadbare. 
While her voice had its fresh bloom, people went to 
hear her and thought her great. She was a Patti, 
could she be^ otherwise than fine ? But now that 
bloom has gone, every vocal trick whereby she used 
to deceive the public into the idea that she had a 
phenomenal execution stands out boldly and dis- 
tinctly. The most ordinary listener can now discover 
that her trill is only a "wobble" on indeterminate 
notes, that her passages (arpeggio and otherwise) are 
almost always incorrect in the interior notes, that she 
frequently sings out of tune, and that every high 
note has to be a shout ; while the musical listener 
finds out also that she phrases vilely, and has never 
an artistic conception of the music she attempts. 

* 

* * 

Of course a scale or a passage will occasionally 
come out well. A woman cannot keep on trying to 
sing "fioriture" without sometimes succeeding, no 
matter how faulty her method ; more especially 
when, as in the case of Mme. Patti, she has plenty 
of faith in herself, and so does not abnormally stiffen 
her throat by nervousness. These hap-hazard suc- 
cesses tickle the public, and with her set stage smile 
and her occasional affectation of archness win her all 
the little glory she can now gain. 

* * 

What the impresario of the Patti company saw 
in the tenor, Mr. Phelps, to induce him to engage 
him will ever remain a mystery ; unless it was his 
miraculous badness. As a specimen of a man who 
has neither voice, method, nor taste, and yet has the 
calm effrontery to present himself to the public as a 
singer, he is undoubtedly a success ; and he might be 
sent to any museum as a curiosity. The same may 
be said of the baritone, Signor Ciampi Cellaj, except 
that Nature did kindly bestow on him a voice ; but 

he strongly resembles Echo, "vox, et praeterea ," 

the quotation is somewhat musty. 

* * 

Mme. Patti has a husband, and the husband is a 
violoncellist, and the violoncellist's name is M. de 
Munck, and M. de Munck is exercising his abilities in 
the Patti concert company. That reads a little like 
the " House that Jack Built," but never mind ; the 
present business is not with Jack, but with M. de 
Munck. He is not to be dismissed in a sentence, 
and this " Note" will probably be a big one ; a " whole 
note," -as it were. In the first place, M. de Munck 
has a fine instrument ; and, in the next place, he plays 
it technically well. His execution is rapid, clear, and 
smooth ; his intonation pure ; his tone excellent ; his 
bow-arm perfect. From end to end his bow is even 
and firm, and he gives a staccato passage with equal 
rapidity and sureness in any part of the bow, from 
point to heel. Here, alas ! praise must end. He 
lacks both true feeling and musical intelligence. In 
a Servais fantasie he is delightful ; in a classic com- 
position he is , well, he is certainly not delight- 
ful. The purest tone, the most, perfect intonation, 
the most wonderful execution, all fail to compensate 
for the misery induced by hearing a Chopin waltz 
ground out in hand-organ style and unyielding 
rhythm, or a Beethoven sonata reduced to its original 
elements of bare notes. 

I write this " Note" in a whirl of the wildest ex- 
citement, for I have just been hearing Joseffy play 
the E minor concerto of Chopin ; with a very badly 
accompanying orchestra, by the way. Dr. Damrosch 
conducted himself beautifully, and misconducted the 
orchestra exasperatingly ; and the orchestra assisted 
his misdirected efforts by blowing like the priests 
before Jericho in the middle of Joseffy 's most pianis- 
simo passages. 

And Joseffy! Language fails in the task of de- 
scribing him ; but language must collect its energies 
and give me as much assistance as possible. Briefly 
it might be said that he has everything ; but brevity 



has no charms for me in my present condition of 
admiration. His technique is absolutely perfect. I 
believe I have read this somewhere before, but I doubt 
whether it was then advisedly used. I- now say it, 
with all that it can possibly mean. And his techni rue 
is only one of his wonderful excellences. He has .he 
conception of an artist, the soul of a poet. 

* " * 
I appeal to all my concert-attending readers who 
'have heard, and remember, the concerto mentioned 
above, " Did you ever hear the second theme of the 
last movement (I mean the unharmonized melody for 
the two hands in unison) so played that it seemed to 
belong to the composition ?" No ? I knew it. 
Neither did I until I heard' Joseffy play it. What 
does he do with it ? I will try. to tell you. For one 
thing, he sends it to you in the faintest whisper, just 
breathes it over the accompanying violins, and lets 
the end. of every phrase die away into nothingness. 
Then he delivers it in the true " Tempo- Rubato," 
that inexplicable, indescribable effect which is one of 
the last things an artist attains (most artists never 
attain it at all), and which gives to the rhythm all the 
effect of the most fantastic liberty without disturbing 
the smooth and steady flow of the accompaniment. 
The result was that this melody, always an annoy- 
ance and a disturbance to me before, became one of 
the greatest delights of the movement, and I waited 
for its recurrence with an impatience strongly in con- 
trast to the feelings I have usually had towards it. 



I always supposed that I had heard a real pianis- 
simo. I find now that I never had. Rubinstein 
came near it ; so near, with that velvety softness of 
his, that I listened and was content. ; But Joseffy, to 
a whispering delicacy equal to Rubinstein's, joins an 
individual "bite" to each note, which Rubinctein 
lacked. This was especially noticeable in the close 
of the slow movement, where the piano has two 
pages of excessively soft rapid execution against sus- 
tained melody and harmony in the orchestra. And, 
exactly in the middle of this pearMike work, a pig of 
an orchestra player was seized with a sudden desire 
to blow the top of his own head off : I wish he had 
succeeded! I should have liked to assassinate him; 
it would have been justifiable homicide. Joseffy's 
rendering of the entire concerto- was acknowledged 
by all to be a revelation, a new conception ; and there 
seemed to be a general impression that the new con- 
ception was the correct one. I, for one, would be 
content always to hear it just so played. 

Joseffy is a young man as yet, only twenty-seven 
years of age ; yet there can be but little doubt that 
this young pianist is one of the greatest masters on 
his instrument now living. It seems laughable to 
one who hears him now to think that ten years ago 
he was hissed in Vienna, and stigmatized by all the 
musicians and critics as a " pounder," a '.' thumper." 
Nevertheless it is true. This poet of pianists, who 
has now at command the most fairy-like cobweb tra- 
cery of ornamentation, ten years ago banged like any 
muscular quadrille player. He had then an execution 
which was phenomenal, but had the common idea 
that the chief end and aim of' man — when that man is 
a solo pianist — was noise ; and he made plenty. For- 
tunately, though young, he was not conceited. He 
even conceived it possible, finding that every acknowl- 
edged musician and critic found the same fault in 
him, that he might be in error; and he went to 
Tausig to find out. How thoroughly he has found 
out let those who now hear him play decide; and I 
advise every one who has anything to do with piano 
to hear him. There is not a single pianist in this 
country, professional or amateur (and we have ex- 
cellent ones in both classes), who cannot learn, and 
learn much, from this young Hungarian. 

Caryl Florio. 



NEW MUSIC. 
The Turkish Patrol is the title of an extremely 

pleasing composition which is being played now by the orchestras 
at the theatres, and is encored with as much regularity as was 
"Grandfather's Clock" last year. It is published by Brentano, 
who also sends us that quaint old English composition, "The 
Clang of the Wooden Shoon," a charming song for a contralto or 
mezzo-soprano voice of moderate range. 



